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told: he thinks them venial, and a cheap ransom from the
pangs of death. You appeal to the higher truth of which
the martyr's death became a missionary to the world: he
perceives no higher and lower in matters where he is sure of
no truth at all. You pomt to the almost Divine honours
which the invigorated conscience of mankind pays to their
self-sacrificing leaders and refoimers: he prefers the daily
experience of their homage to his rank, his equipages, and
his power. Not only is it true that nothing which you, or
which the enthusiast brother himself, could say will con-
vince the self-seeker that he has chosen amiss : but it is no
less true that the most impaitial estimator of happiness
cannot convict him of imprudence. Each took the lot
which his character rendered the least intolerable, and
would have been more miserable in the other's; but that
the one was not the victim of his affections, and the other
the gainer by his self-care, it is utterly impossible to prove.
It does not follow therefore that, because the individual may
come to make the greater good of others his own, so that
to his feeling the conflict between them vanishes, there is
on that account no real discrepancy, and that he is not
carried off blindfold to the sacrifice; and that a self-
forgetfulness less perfect, and still agonised by the struggle
between personal shrinking and devoted love, does not
more faithfully represent the actual relation of things. A
wound which, inflicted in hot blood, is scarcely felt, still
remains a wound after all, and has to be reckoned with in
long privations ere all is healed; and if the question is, of
keeping accurate accounts of loss and gam, he cannot be
blamed who, untouched by the passions of the fight, reads
the whole story of its risks, and determines to keep a whole
skin. For my part, I have not the least doubt of the reality
of the hedonistic sacrifice required by benevolence of affec-
tion and rectitude of choice; and that, if it is hid from the
agent who makes it, it is because he has lost his measuring
rod of pleasures and learned th8 gradations of another scale.
Mr. L. Stephen sees clearly through the sophistical
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